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"Not one word!" replied the priest hastily, "if jouwere 
the bishop I I am in too great a hurry. Lave my way and 
open the gate." 

" Thin, God hdp me," groaned "Watty, but still keeping his 
position, " that am neither priest nor bishop ; 1 have'nt the 
head-piece for sitch great min j an" all clargy must have great 
heads to keep in the lamin'. Now, is it a great weight intirely, 
sat ?" 

The priest laughed in spite of his hurry, but as he well knew 
the man he had to deal with, he checked himself immediately, 
and assuming as determined a look as possible under the cir- 
inunstances, he " commanded the slieveen to open the gate for 
him." 

Watty too knew his man. He knew every variation of the 
priest's temper, from its usual lake-like placidity, till it got up 
to boiling-water heat. He thought it was beginning to 
" simmer" a little, but far away yet from " bubbling and 
hissing ;" and gratifying his own cool impudence, he continued 
the process of " heating up." 

" Why, thin, indeed, what I have to say won't keep ye long, 
sur." 

" Open the gate this instant 1" thundered the priest. 
" Sartinly, sur," quoth Watty, turning quickly round and 
pretending to be very busy with the gate ; " see this boult 
now ! Och 1 my curse upon the whole corporation ov smiths, 
inoludin' my own dacent imcle who made this same gate, an' 
so stiff an' bad, that all I can do won't shoot back the boult 1 
A clever workman is a fine thing 1 An' so you won't listen to 
what I have to say, sur ?" 

" I can't, I tell ye. I'm going in all haste to marry a couple." 
" Ooh ! if I knew that, I'd be very sorry to detain your 
rivirince 1 What I have to say may well keep for another 
opportunity. See this curst boult now 1 Throth the skin is 
torn off my fingers strivin' to pull it back, an' yer rivirince in 
sitch a disperate hurry 1 But ye have the patience of Job 
himself, beyant all doubt. God help the couple that's expectiu' 
ye, sur 1 And who are they, the craithurs ?" 

The impatient churchman looked at his watch and groaned : 
but as the inexorable gate would not open to let him pass 
through, he gratified the newsmonger with the information 
that " the couple he was about to marry were Dennis Costigan 
and Catherine, Miles Kavanagh's daughter." 

*' Tunder an' turf 1" exclaimed Mr Golfer, opening his eyes 
as wide as he could, and raising his hands to express the ex- 
tremity of astonishment. " Is it ould Dinnis Costigan, father 
to Jem, that's goin' to be married to handsome Kate Kavan- 
agh, the belle o the barony ? — it's quite onpossible !" 

" It's not impossible," said the priest, angrily : " and I see 
nothing extraordinary in her father preferring to give her to 
a sensible steady old roan, than to a wild young one. But 
don't I see th« gate open, and you pretending it was bolted ? 
Ob 1 ye double-dyed slieveen, quit my way this moment, or 
by all that's good I'll let you feel the weight of this," and he 
raised his horsewhip. 

" Ooh I wid all the pleasure in life 1" quoth Watty, jump- 
ing quickly aside : and the gate flew open as if by magic, 
(irough which Father Tobin dashed at full speed. 

Watty then, sound in wind arid limb, shot off through the 
fields — a short cut to a certain cross-road, about a mile from 
Ibe priest's house, and less than a quarter from Miles Kavan- 
agh's cottage, by which his reverence should pass. Puffing 
a little, he was just in time to gravely touch his hat as the 
priest cantered by. Then raising his voice he shouted after 
him, " Ride aisy, ride aisy, yer rivirince ; take things aisy, 
can't ye ? Young James Costigan an' Kate Kavanagh ran 
off together this momin', an' they're now man an' wife ! 
Arrah, take things aisy, can't ye ?' 

" Oh! yelimb of Satan !" ejaculated the disappointed cler- 
gyman, as he pulled up to hear these tidings, " why didn't 
you tell me this before, and not send me off on a fool's errand ?" 
" How could I, sur ?" responded the slieveen, meekly, 
" when you war in sitch a disperate hurry ?— sure ye wouldn't 
let me spake at all at all 1" 

His reverence returned to his home, muttering denuncia- 
tions upon Watty's devoted head ; and Watty went his way, 
laughing Immoderately at the success of his joke. He had 
given his spiritual director a ride of a mile or so without his 
breakfast, which no clerical stomach. Catholic or Protestant, 
could put up with, unless with a wedding breakfast in pro- 
spective. And he told but the truth after all. Young Costi- 
gan and handsome Kate had that morning given the knowing 
old ones the slip, and got married in Wexford ; and Dennis, 



our portly friend Dennis, since he could'nt have the "belle o 
the barony" for his bride, put a good face on the mattar, and 
received her as his daughter-in-law. Twelve rejected suitors 
were at the " hauling home ;" amongst them Counsellor 
Shiel of course, who favoured the company with a song 
made for the occasion, the concluding lines of which wp give : 

" Nowinduitrioui sgricuUhure transplant* tha "Flewtr of Fortb," 
To acov Atustion all tbeltbered bom the Nortlil" 

M.G. R. 



ON THE FOLLY OF SOWISG BAD SEEDS 
BECAUSE THEY ABE CHEAP. 

BT MARTIK X>OTI,E, 

A JEW months ago I saw in the shop window of a petty seeds- 
man near Dublin, an advertisement announcing the tale M 
grass seeds at two shillings and eightpence per barrel of towc 
bushels. I had the curiosity to examine those seeds, which, 
as may be supposed firom tbejr prioe, were a compound of the 
germs of weeds, with a small proportion of grass seeds intep- 
mixed. I have no doubt that some poor and uncalculating 
petty farmers were silly enough to purchase this trash on the 
penny- wise and pound-foolish principle, and I well know that 
there is no point on which greater ignorance prevails than 
on that of a proper selection of grass seeds, although they 
should be sown with an accurate regard to the nature of tne 
soil, the number of years during which the land is to be left 
in meadow or in pasturage, each of which conditions also re- 
quires a different description of seeds. 

The successful establishment of grass seeds depends ma- 
terially, besides the clean and |nilverieed state of the land, 
on their adaptation to the soU I and if that be in a state per- 
fectly fit for their reception, a much smaller quantity of seed 
will be sufficient than under the opposite circumstances j and 
if the land be in a foul state previously to laying it down, it 
is clear that the sowing of weed seeds, with a trifling and un- 
certain admixture of true grass seeds, cannot render it 
cleaner. 

In practical result, the farmer who leaves his field to the 
generosity of nature is more judicious, because in our humid 
climate the soil possesses a tendency to generate the indigen- 
ous grasses, of which some are really good, and which, from 
their overpowering qualities, soon dispossess those that may 
have been sown, and form a close and excellent turf. But 
to sow weeds is inexpressibly absurd, and this the man does 
who buys such a compound as that to which I have referred, 
or who sows them because he happens to have them by some 
means, and is unwilling to have them lost. Perhaps they 
have been collected from his own little rick of hay, which he 
knows to have been of the worst quality, or some stable boy 
has given him, or stolen for him, the dirty and perhaps fer- 
mented sweepings of a nasty hay loft, in which bad hay had 
been stored, and he is unwilling to throw away what he has 
so unluckily obtained : his parieen soon bears testimony to his 
imprudence: and he admits, though reluctantly, that the grass 
seeds which he had sown were not of the best quality, though 
they were procured from a hay loft, when he perceives that 
they have only introduced an artificial increase of bad herbage, 
which his little stock of animals would unanimously reject, if 
hunger did not forbid such fastidiousness. 

But the deluded purchaser very frequently forgets that 
though he has a great bulk for his money, he has a bad bar- 
gain; he does not consider that the respectable seedt^man, 
though he charges much mora for his seeds, gives a far better 
quality in general, and does not sell dirt and unprolific grass 
seeds in the compound which he supplies. Petty seedsmen, 
no doubt, do so frequently ; and how can it be otherwise, when 
their stock is a motley contribution from farmers' wives, 
hostlers, and labourers, who collect every variety of good 
and bad seeds from every description of meadow and soil? It 
is better to pay a great deal more for the best seed, of which 
a far lesser proportion will suffice. I can conceive bnt one 
case in which a rational farmer could deliberately use such 
defective seed as that which I saw in the little huckster's 
shop, namely, when he is about to surrender his farm (being 
obligated to lay down his land with grass), and has all that 
unamiable and inexcusable feeling which so generally prompts 
men in such circiunstanccs to act in defiance of their great 
Christian principle of doing unto others as we would have 
them do unto us. 

In this case, a selfish ill-natured tenant wishes to annoy 
his landlord, and his own innocent successor, to the utmost 
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of his power; and, therefore, while adhering to the letter of 
his agreement — to sow grass seeds — he breaks it in the spirit, 
and very effectually, in fact, too, by substituting weeds 
under the denomination of grasses. 

A prudent man who is not a perfect judge himself of the 
matter, will first consider the quality and nature of his land 
before he sows grass seeds, and then consult Lawson's Tables, 
■which furnish precise information on every particular as to 
the quality and quantity of seeds for all soils, and whether 
for one, two, three years, or for permanent pasture, and he 
will endeavour to obtain what he wants accordingly ; not that 
this is often an easy matter of accomplishment, for few seeds- 
men have the varieties sufficiently distinct, although they are 
generally polite enough to say that they have them so. 

But how can they be always sure of this 7 We know the 
great difficulty, even in botanical gardens, of keeping the kinds 
separate, and the rapidity with which grass seeds become com- 
mingled. The only certain way is to raise the desired seeds 
in detached portions of land, perfectly clean, and carefully 
cleared of intruding plants. Can the seedsman, with the most 
honourable intentions and greatest caution, be himself secure 
from the effects of negligence or wilful imposition ? 

But to return to the case of the poor man who thinks he 
has a bargain when he buys four bushels of bad grass seeds 
for half-a-crown. Though he sees the bad effects in the in- 
feriority of his herbage, and at first lays the blame on the pro- 
per source, he actually persuades himself afterwards Cwhen 
Jle, who in his bounty doth " clothe the grass of the field " 
throughout the whole earth, has covered the surface of his field 
with natural herbage) that to the seeds which he had sown two 
or three years previously, he is mainly to attribute what the 
prodigality of Nature, or, more properly, the munificence of 
God, has supplied. 

The man who sows bad or ill-suited grass seeds, merely 
because he has obtained them, and is unwilling to lose the 
acquisition, reminds me of an old lady who was for many years 
of her life in the habit of giving annually (in the spring of the 
year) to her grandchildren, a regular course of sulphur and 
treacle mixed up together, whether the recipients required it 
or not. 

On one occasion, a new servant maid, unacquainted 
with this system, was sent for the usual quantity of flour of 
sulphur, but by some mismanagement she brought home a 
pound of flour of mustard. Her mistress sent her back to the 
grocer from whom it had been bought, but from previous 
jealousies or quarrels unnecessary to detail, he refused to take 
It back again. The poor maid could not herself be expected 
to substitute the required sulphur, and the old lady was de- 
termined that the mustard should not be lost. She accord- 
ingly mixed it with the treacle instead of the other substance, 
and actually ladled every particle of the compound down the 
throats of her grandchildren and the servant maid, who con- 
sented to take her share as a punishment for her inattention, 
until the whole mixture was consumed. The old lady was 
less foolish than the farmer who sows the seeds of weeds, be- 
cause she had previously ascertained that the flour of mus- 
tard was harmless ; but the husbandman must know that those 
seeds which are not genuine grass seeds are noxious to his 
land, by rendering it foul, and it is therefore extravagance 
and not economy on his part to use bad seeds, merely to save 
waste, 

I am sorry to say that the same indifference prevails among 
the lower classes of our farmers as to seed in general. On 
this subject I shall again occupy a page of the Journal in an 
early number. 



A Lazt Doo.— -Dr Amaud d'Antilli, one day talking with 
the Duke de Lainconrt upon the new philosophy of M. 
Descartes, maintained that beasts were mere machines ; that 
they had no sort of reason to direct them s and that when 
they cried or made a noise, it was only one of the wheels of 
the clock or machine that made it. The Duke, who was of a 
different opinion, replied, " I have now in my kitchen two 
tnmspits which take their turns regularly every other day to 

get into the wheel ; one of them not liking his employment, 
id himself on the day he should have wrought, so that his 
companion was forced to mount the wheel in his stead ; when 
released, by crying and wagging his tail, he made a sign for 
those in attendance to follow him. He immediately conducted 
tliem to a garret, where he dislodged the idle dog and bit him 
S^Yerely.".— i^Miftn Univetsity Magazine, 



CUBIOUS COINCIDENCES. 
One of the most fruitful sources of superstition, and that 
which has been most productive of what are styled " well- 
founded and authenticated stories of supernatural occur- 
rences," Is that Protean monster known in all its forms by 
the general appellation of " Remarkable or Curious Coinci- 
dences." 

The frequent occurrence of events precisely similar in their 
details, though perfectly simple and ordinary individually, is 
apt to be considered, first, as remarkable, and, if again 
repeated, wonderful. 

In a recent number of the Penny Journal mention is made 
of the curious coincidence of three men having been found 
drowned at various times in the course of the same winter, 
in the same river, and the same place, or nearly, each with 
two shirts on, having given rise to the belief in that parish 
that it was unlucky to wear two shirts. 

But if persons should allow themselves to be guided in their 
actions by such observances, their lives would become per- 
fectly burthensome from the constant state of watchfulness in 
which they would be obliged to live ; for instance, the follow- 
ing anecdote would show the absolute necessity they would be 
under of ascertaining the names of their fellow-travellers, 
lest any one rejoicing in the name of Hugh Williams should 
be amongst them. 

The more juvenile readers of the Penny Journal must be 
informed that the portion of the sea which flows between the 
island of Anglesea and the coast of Wales, called the Menai 
Straits, which is now spanned by the celebrated Menai sus- 
pension bridge, was passable, previously to the erection of the 
bridge, only by boats, a regular ferry-boat plying constantly 
at the place called Bangor ferry. On the 6th day of Decem- 
ber, in the year 1664, the ferry-boat, having eighty-one pas- 
sengers on board, was upset whilst crossing the Strait, and 
only one man was saved, whose name was Hugh Williams. 
On the 6th day of December 1782, the boat then plying, eon- 
taining about sixty persons, was upset, and all were lost ex cept- 
ing one passenger, whose name proved to be Hugh Williams . 
On the 5th of August 1820, a similar fate befell twenty-five 
unfortunate persons, one only of whom escaped, whose name 
was Hugh Williams 1 

We should hope that none could now be found so weak, but 
certainly there have been those who, having heard this story, 
would fear to trust their precious lives in a ferry-boat with 
anv one of the name of Hugh Williams, but a little local know- 
ledge would go far in removing such an absurd apprehension, 
as indeed there are few of the most apparently extraordinary 
events, the origin of which cannot be traced to simple natural 
causes. 

The name of Williams prevails in the neighbourhood of 
Bangor, and Hugh is a favourite Christian name throughout 
all Wales. It is very probable that persons of the name of 
Williams, very possibly even Hugh Williams, were lost amongst 
the passengers on each of those occasions, but these were 
overlooked, whilst the coincidence of the individual saved being 
each time of the same name, was observed and recorded ; the 
circumstance being simply accounted for by the ordinary- 
rules of calculating odds or chances, for where the name of 
Hugh Williams prevailed, there was certainly a greater chance 
of one of that name being saved than one of any other, and, 
as we have before remarked, no account was made of how 
many Hugh Williamses perished. N. 



Ihdcstet Let me say a word in behalf of this home-spun 

virtue. It may seem superfluous, perhaps impertinent, to en- 
force industry upon the hardest-working people in the world, 
as I conceive our good countrymen to be ; but I speak of it 
as a part of education — as a principle to be inculcated upon 
childhood. Its proper limits 1 shall hereafter attempt to de- 
fine. In this country it is the duty of every individual to lire 
an active life. No one, even though he be rich, has a right to 
be idle or useless. In the hive olf bees there is a privileged 
class of drones ; but there the government is despotic, with a 
queen at its head. Ours is a republican government, which 
admits of no drones, and tolerates no aristocratic indolence. 
Nor is industry more a duty to society than a source of indi- 
vidual happiness. There are no pleasures so sweet as those 
earned by effort, no possessions so dear as those acquired by 
toil. The truth is, that the main happiness of life consists in 
the vigorous exercise of those faculties which God has given 
US. Thus it usually bappeus that more enjoyment is found in 



